HAPPINESS IN LONDON

THE only part of Georges Paris that was visible
was his nightcap, white with a red tassel that lifted
and fell above his nose with the rhythm of his
breathing.

Through the open door in the larger room
Judith Paris lay, also sunk in sleep, her hair loose
about the pillow, and on her lips a happy smile,
because she dreamt that she and Georges were
alone in a chaise made of silver that drove swiftly
through the clouds above Scafell.

All the cocks around Cheapside were crowing.
Above London a heavy dark mantle was slowly
lifted, and soon over all the mud and running
water that clung to the toes of the red-bricked City
the sun would ride with an especial triumph, be-
cause it had not been seen for so many days. It
had rained for nearly a week, and Jackanapes Row
and Blowbladder Street were running with water,

Had Georges looked out from his little window
into the street below at that first cock-crowing
hour, he would have encountered Cheapside at
the single moment of either day or night when all
life there was still, for the roisterers had roistered
to their beds, the * Charlies ' had not yet started
their policing day, the watchmen had completed
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